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THE HIRAM GIBLEY PIRE-PACOP WAREHOUSES.

For Valuable Household Goods—Pianos, Trunks,

Sta

tuary, Libraries, etc. Careful men to lhandle.
Furniture Van for moving.

and security

guaranteed. Rooms shown at any

HIRAM SIBLEY & GO., Proprietors.

Offices: 12 and 14 North Clark Street.

RELIABLE

Clothiers, Hatters & Furnishers

Northwest Cor. Madison and Halsted Sts., Chicago.

C. W.

* SENECO & RING,

A. W. Ring.

—FINE——

177 and 179 Dearborn
Street,

Commercial Nat'l Bank Bldg.,

Chicago, - Illlnols.

. KIOLBASSA & (0,

Real Estate.

13 West Divisiog Stroet,
OCHICAGO, ILLINOIS.

JA5. A 0G0

beneral Confractors

-

L4,

ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON
ALL KINDS OF WORK.

12 Selden 8t

‘ o

CHICAGO.

J. DANIELS.

. H. DANIELS.

THE DANIELS

M. DANIELS,

Packing and Provision Company

DANIELS BROTHERS, PROPRIETORS.
8827 and 8829 Cottage Grove Avenue, CHICAGO, ILL,

817,

T NI

£ CARPET (0,

847 E. Division St., Opp. Market 8t., Chicago.

Furnitare, Carpets, Stoves and Bedding

SOLD ON MONTHLY PAYMENTS

At the Lowest Cash Prices.

Boots & Shoas

THEN CHICAGO BEAGLE.
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Leave me here those looks of yours |
All those pretty airs and lures;
Flush of cheek and flash of eye;
Your lips’ smile and their deep dye;
Gleam of the white teeth within;
Dimple of the cloven chin;
All the sunshine that you wear
In the summer of your hair;
All the morning of your face;
All your figure's wilding grace;
The flower-pose of your hend, the light
Flutter of your footstepa’ flight:
I own all, and that glad heart
1 must claim ere you depart.

Qo, yet go not unconsoled |
Bometime, after you are old,
You shall come, and I will take
From your brow the sullen nche,
From your eyes the twilight gaze
Darkening upon winter days,
From your feet their palay pace,
And the wrinkles from your face,
From your lock the snow; the droop
0Of your head, your worn frame’s stoop,
And that withered smile within
The kissing of the nose and chin:
I own all, and that sad henrt
1 will claim ere you depart.

1L

1 am Race, And both are mine=
Mortal Age and Youth diyine;
Mine to grant, but not in fee;
Both again revert to me
From each that lives, that I may give
Unto each that yet shall live,
={W. D. Howells, in Harper's Mngazine.

THE UNSTER'S WIFE.

BY WILLARD N. JENKINS.

The clergymen who had successive-

, but alas! not successfully, filled

pastorate of Farmingvale, had

had good reason to congratulate

themselves when they left the place.
They had all been married men ; the

had all had In&a familles and small

(1)

salaries, and had never glven
satisfaction. After the first few
months the trustees had ned over

the salary; the elders decided that
Brother A. ‘‘wasn't gifted in prayer;'"’
the congregation complained of not
being visited enough, of not bet:g
sufficlently edified, and wonde
whether tho minister couldn’'t do
more good in another place. And
then matters came to a crisis, and
there was a vacancy In the Farming-
vale pulpit, and o succession of
ministers young and old, who
preached by request and generall
made a favorable Impression. An
finally another call was made, another
tor came, who was welcomed
cordinlly, treated to donation parties,
and then descended in popular favor
until his light died out in darkness,

Farmingvale was particularly un-
fortunnte in this respect; it was In
fact famed for its dismission of Tu-
tors without peocullar provocation.
Many a grave, middle-aged man gave
good advice to Arthur Bartlett, the
newl -iﬂ o cle‘ man, 'hohohlﬂ
proclaim: mself ready to Ne
stalled as pastor of the church in
Farmin . Men of much experi-
ence falled there—able men, too,
whose orthodoxy could not be
doubted. Bartlett was a man of

ise—why should he doom him-
self to disappointment at the begin-
ning of his career? Nobody approved
of act; but Bartlett, ardent,
hopeful, and only twenty-five, was
all the more resolved to nccept the
csll. He hoped to succeed where no
one else had ever succeeded; to do

, to become beloved, and to end

days where he had begun his
work. It was a pure and beautiful
ambition, although worldly men
might smile at it as being very hum-
ble. 8o Arthur Bartlett came to
l'lrmlngule. and stood before the
pulpit during the ceremony of in-
stallation, and received the charge
with an humble determination (God
being his helper) to obey it; and the
next Babbath stood In the pulpit and
preached unto the people.

There are some young men who
have a woman’s beauty without be-
ing efleminate. Arthur Bartlett was
one of theso,. He had soft, golden-
brown halr, which could not be
oalled red by his greatest enemz, a
broad, high forehead, white as flesh
and blood could be, and & color that
came and went, now the faintest
tinge of rose, now daelmt. carnation,
Moreover, he was nelther puny nor
ungraceful, stood straight as an ar-
row, and had a volce clear and singu-

muslcal, and powerful enough
to fill the church without an effort.

That day bright eyes looked up at
the young minister, and many a girl,
it the truth were known, thought
more of his fair face than of his ser-
mon, But he preached with all his
heart In the worda he uttered, and
thought not at all of any one of
them,

Perh:r they did not quite under-
stand this; for that day the young
ladles took a violent fancy to the new
minlster, and most of them regolved
to do all they could to make Farm-
ingvale pleasant for him. Of course
he would m soon, He needed o
wife, they decided. Bewing socleties,
fairs and tea-drinkings followed each
other in quick succession, Faminii;
vale, so to speak, caroused, thou
in a genteel and virtuous fashlon, for
the next three months, and Miss
Allen, the dressmaker, took a new
apprenzice, and superintended the
fitting department herself, leaving
the needle to vulgar hands, so at
was the demand upon her skill. New
bonnets, fearfully and wonderfully
made, came by express from ‘‘the
city,” and the five Misses Marden
exclted unparalleled envy by appear-
ing In pink silk dresses.

'here nevar had been such a suc-

to find fault with him, upheld by all
the womankind of Farmingvale—
young and old, grandmothers, grand-
daughters, mummas, spinsters, aunts
and school girls.

By and by whispered rumors were
set aflont, The young minister had
asld particular attention to Miss

reen, he was seon out walking with
Miss Jones, he had taken tea thrice
with Mrs, Adams, who had two un-
married daughters; In fact, he was
on in turn to every single lady
in the village, if report sald truly.

Then ‘‘dearest friends’’ became rl-

vals, and &uf’rﬁ# ':o:umd ﬂ_ulgl‘l:;

cessful minister before; nobody dared | g

ilted, one and all; in thoe most ruth-
ess manner, for the fair-haired young
pastor, who had no more thought of
aspiring to be king of hearts in Farm-
ingvale than he had of being a million-
aire, but was gentle and amiable to
all alike.

And so the weeks passed on.
Spring vanished, summer followed In
her ateps, autumn eame; and amidst
its balmiest days, when a golden haze
hung over everything, and the or
chards were rich with ripened frul
and the moon seemed rounder an
more brilllant than It ever was before,
Arthur Bartlett took the teain to
Portland one evening, and it was
known that there was to be a stean
m in the pulpit on the next Baﬁ

There was a specinl tea-drinking at
Deacon Green's to discuss the cause
of this; and storles started no one
knew when or by whom, were clreu-
lated.

His mother was ill. No; that could
not be, for Miss Wood knew that he
had lost his mother years before.

Bomebody had told Deacon Green
that an old uncle had died, leaving
the minister a large fortune, This
wos very favorably recelved and

ined universal belief. It would

ave been firmly established but for
Mrs. Thurston, who had nelther
dnughter nor granddaughter herself,
and who enjoyed being on the ‘‘off
side,” saying, with a wise shake of
her head, "I don’t believe any such
story. It's myopinlon that the min-
Ister has gone to pet- married.”’

Mes. Thurston's words threw cold
water on the enthusinem of malds and
mothers, although they all declared
that "It couldn’t possibly be ro,”

It was not the reputation of the
Rev. Augustus Dent that drew so
large n congregation at the little
church on the next S8abbath. Curlos-
Ity led most of the ladles thither, and
it was gratified to the utmost; for in
his very first prayer the old gentleman
utte an earnest m’:pllullon for
the pastor of the church, who during
his absence would take upon himself
the solemn obligations of marrled
life. Might Heaven bless him and
the young and plous lady whom he
had chosen for his companlon, ete.
It was o prayer worth hearing, but
the ladles of mlng\-nle hun:l“ noth-
ing after the wonderful revelation.
They were lost In astonishment, and
hurried away, after the benediction,
to discuss the affair by thelr own fire-
sides. And on Mondny, when it was
known that Bridget O'Neil had been
engaged to scrub and scour the par-
sonnge, and that a plano had arrived,
the certainty of the awful news be-
came established, and Farmingvale
joined In denouncing Mr. Bartlett as
o despleable flirt, **And,” saild the
Indignant mamma of the flve Misses
Marden, “‘of all men, n minister of
the gospel should blush to earn such
a reputation,. Why, I couldn’t tell
which one of my girls ho wanted, he
was 8o attentive to all of them. I'm
afrnld he Isn’t such a man as we
thought.””

The excitement lasted all the week,
and was still strong on the next Sab-
bath, when :h{onn girl walked up
the church alsle with the minister
and the Farmingvale girls looked
upon & face so lovely that none of

em could resort to the usual course
?t do;?lnlng her “‘not a bit good-look-

ng.

They were decorous and prudent
iu Farmingvale, and complied with
all the forms of courtesy. Mrs. Bart-
letb was called upon by all the ladics
of her husband’s flock, was Invited
out to tea, and was favored with a
donation party; nevertheless a keen
observer could have seen that some-
thing was wrong. The ladies did not
take kindly to their pgstor's wife,
and soon the clouds began to gather,

At first, in whispers, Mrs. Bart-
lett's bonnet was too gay, she felt
above them, was not & house-
keeper, not spiritual-minded enough.

At last there was louder, more seri-
ous fault-finding, not only with the
minister's wife, but with the minister
himself,

The women began It; the men were
talked over by thelr wives and daugh-
ters; finally the firt step was taken,
Mr. Marden and his family gave up
their pow, and found themselves
more edified by the clergyman In the
next town ors followed thelr ox-
ample, The fault-finding and slan-
der reached the parsonage Itself, and
Ann Bartlott, with her head upon
her husband’s shoulder, sobbed.

“What shall I do, Arthur! I
meant to help you and to make them
like me, and you sco how it s, It
must be my fault, but I don’t know
what to do,"”’

And the young man soothed his
weeping wife, and bade her have good
cheer, for matters would soon mend,
and all would be well.

He was mistaken; matters did not
mend ; they grew worse, and a year
from the date of his marriage, came
to a climax. The trustees walted
upon him In his study, and bemonned
thelr wrongs. They pald a fair s A
and they expected the Rubor to do
his part; but he had falled, Besldes,
his wife should have been Instructed
in her duty . Bhe was generally dis-
liked : if the minister’s wife was not
popular It was a very unpleasant
thing, Could he explain?

Of course the visit ended as they
expected ; there wus but one consum-
mation possible, and In a day or so
Farmingvale knew that thelr pastor
would soon leave the place forever.

The winter set in warm and molst,
instead of cold and bracing. Every-
body declared that it was ‘‘dreadful
unhealthful weather.”' At length
rumors of prevailing 11l health spread
over Farmingvale, und the minlster
packing his books in his study, came
to hear of them. Whole familles of
children sickened and lay low, and a
read cry arose—''It 18 malignant
diphtheria.”

One day Arthur Bartlett left his
home to perform the burial service
over the graves of two children of
one family ; and thg next the futher
called him to the bedside of his wife
to see herdle, And with these deaths
the horrors of that time never to be
forgotten by any who dwelt there,

an in earnest,

en, women, and children slckened
with the terrible disease, Horror
selzed those yet unamitten, and they
fled. Farmingvale became a great
lazaretto, and Arthur Bartlett sald to
his ﬁw wife:

‘Lot us go quickly, darling, before

hold.”

But she, ns she spoke, left her zeat,
and knelt before him, resting her
head upon his breast, as he ant be-
fore thelr evening fire, in n child-like
fashion all her own; and as he ca-
ressed her tenderly, whispered :

“Arthur, do not bid me go, for 1
must stay bere, and do all I can—
watch with them. pray with them,
nurse them, strive to comfort the bes
reaved. I should indeed be all they
think of me if I, their Butnr's wife,
llod"lt such a time. Oh, I cannot

The man litened at firet uncone
vinced. ‘‘Ann, my dear,”” he said
gently, ‘'we owe them nothing. Re-
member, they have used us shame-
fully, and I am actually thelr pastor
no longer."”

But his wife pleaded earnestly;
pleaded to stay amidst the danger,
and touching his heart by her sweet
Christian spirit brought him at last
to consent.

And at dawn the two went forth
upon thelr mission. In their selfish
horror kinsfolk fled from each other.
Blsters shrunk from those who had
been nursed at the same brenst;
children deserted thelr parents, and
friends grew brutal to each other,
but those two young creatures never
swerved from their appointed task;
like ministering angels they went
from house to house, aiding the
weary physician, supporting the
mother's falling courage, heaping
coals of fire on the heands of the
Farmingvale people. Bometimes they
were together, but more frequently
apart; there was so much to do,
When they could they met in the old
parsonage, but often they were sep-
arated for soveral days. But their
fnﬂm followed each other always.

t was a trflng time, but they were
very faithful and courageous. Some
of theso who had been most cruel to
Ann Bartlett were her patients now,
and lay helpless as infants while she
watched over them,

When, save for her, no friend had
watched beside the couch of loathe«
some disease; when her own hands
robed the dead infant for its lnst
sleep; when she sat all night in the
death-room, and it was known to all
what mission she had taken upon
herself, wonder filled the village, and
in a little while there arose to fmren
many fervent prayers for Ann Bart-
lett and her husband, ;

All throu?h the winter the pesti-
lence raged, then when so many
homes were left desolate, it began to
abate, and on May day the church
bell was rung to tell the people that
the drend disense was stayed.

But before night sad news was ear-
ried around the village. 8he who had
watched with the sick, who had
closed the eyes of the dead, who had
been wo gentle and patlent, wus
smitten, now that she was no longer
needed.

The windows of the parsonnge wore
darkened, and sllence as of death
relgned tilroughont its rooms, for the
angel of the house lay trembling
on the margin of the grave. Another

stor preached on this Babbath In

armingvale, and all knew well wh
he was there. Arthur Bartlett watch-
ed beside hisdarling's bed, and never
left it day or night.

Then the hearts of those to whom
she had ministered went up In prayer
that she might be spared to them and
to him; and thelr prayers were an-
swered—Ann Bartlett lived.

Arthur Bartlett s still the pastor
Iin Farmingvale for the penitent people
will not part with him. Through his
wife, his cherished wish has come to
pags; and In his parish taere Is only
one more loved and revered than the
minlster—now white-halred and ven-
erable—nand that one ls the minister'
wife.—Yankee Blade.

Farming In France.

The report of the Becretary of the
English Legation in Paris has just
been submitted to parllament. 1t
appears from the report that no less
than 14,000,000 of the Inhabitants
of France, |, o., three-quarters of the
agricultural population, are occupled
in small farming. There are 4,802,607
farms of twenty acres or under, which
cover an area of 24,000,214 acres, or
one-fourth of the total of the land
capable of cultivation. Butter, eggs,
chickens, grain, vegetables, fruit,
milk, cheese, and In n certain degree
cattle, sheep and pigs are the pro-
ducts they rely upon, Blwvr. and, if
we except a few calves. cattle, other-
wise than for the dairy, nre clearl
not suited for production on suc
small farms. Grain may also be at
an economic disadvantage, but
everythin else here enumer-
ated would be suitable for small
holders in England.

Producers In France suffer, as do
those of England, from middlemen
and heavy transit charges, for articles
of commerce which are only worth
from elght to ton cents each In Fin-
istere are sold in Paris the following
day for BO cents; the difference is
swallowed up by the railways, the
brokers and the retall merchants,
The transport system from Finlstere
to London via Bt, Malo, is also un-
satlafactory, both ns regards cost and
speed, and attention is ﬁlng directed
towards establishing a dlrect teade
with Manchester. In Normandy,
however, producers are better treated,
as they realize three-fourths of the
price pald by consumers, In some

rts of Brittany they do well, but
n others they only get one-fourth,
The system of assoclation for the
mutual protection of agricultural in.
terests 18 making great strides.

* Dust Partigies In the Alr,

The ntmosphere Is at all times
charged with dust particles to a de-
gree difficult to realize, The most
pure air tested by Professor Atkins
previous to his celebrated experi-
ments at the Observatory at Ben
Novis, contained about 94,000 such
particles to the cuble Inch, which
would give 85,282,000 particles to
every cuble foot, or 85,282,000,000 to
& horlzontal column of such alr ex-
tending but 1,000 feet high,

It would be Interesting to see a
ealeulation on the number of deadly
microbes In the same proportion of
‘‘the air'' we breathe.—{8t. Louls
Republic.

Bad Death of a Brothar Whe Was
"“"Leoking for Light."

As the heading of ‘‘miscellancous’’
was reached in the regular order of
business, Brother Gardner arose and
aald: ‘'My frens, I hev a letter yore
from a pusson in Kentucky who axes
what I thinks of the cull’d man who
owns thirteen dawgs an keeps
'em In luxury and lets his wife
widout shoes de y'ar round. At de
fust send off a pusson might eall It a
brutal exhibition of de sentiment
which prevalled in de dark alges, but
de mo' yo' tinks of It the less yo' feel
like pitchin Into dat nigger. ar am
many things too be token Into consid-
erashun. Mebbe dat man ralses dawgs
to sell, an as de dawg market Is purty
flat jist at present he am holdin on
fur a ralse. Dat would be only biz-
ness. Mebbe dar am thieves an rob-
bers around dar, an he finds It neces-
sary to keep thirteen dawgs to protect
his family.

“Dis letter doan’ say dat de wife
has made any complaints, Even if
she had we all know dat wimen are
mighty onsartin, I'ze met up wid
some of 'em who'd chop out cotton
in white kid shoes, an' agin 1'ze
found cases whar dey insisted on
gwine barefot in Jinuary. Things
like this yere must be left to a fam-
lly. If a family prefers thirteen
dawgs to senlskin sacks, dinmond
earrf;’l an’ silk dresses, dat's delr
bizness. I has wisited at de eabin
of a cull'd man whar dey had three
dowgs under ebery bed in de house,
and fo’ cats howlin’ at de back.donh,
an’ I has wisited at a eabin whar not
a cat or dowg could be found, Hap-
piness ‘peared to reign In one place
as much as de odder. Dis Kentucky
woman may injoy gwine barfut, It
may be dat she got six pa'rs of French
heel shoes In de house, but doan’
keer fur style. Until all de facts In
de case am befo' me I should not
like to gib a decided anawer,

“It am also my painful dooty at
dis time to announce de death of
Brother Ralnbow Johnson on de Btait
of Tennessee. Brudder Johnson
war 'lected a member of dis elub ober
five y'ars ago, an’ hos orften met wid
us, an’ allus took n vivid Interest In
our proceedin’s. Many of yo' will
remember him as de inventor of ‘de
Jolingon kerosene method,” as he
ealled it, an’ it was dat werry method
which finally brung about his death.
His method, ns he explained it to me
arter I had lent him fifty cents an’
won his confidence, was to rise from
his bed at midnight, take his trusty
kerosene can under his arm, an’ un-
der kiver of darkness, an' steppin’
very high an' uo(tli'. purceed to de
nightest grocery. n many small
towns, as yo' porhn{)s know, de
grocer leaves his bar’l of kerosenc
outdonhe, When Brudder Johnson
reached the bar'l, he was purvided
wid a gimlet an' a funnel. If de
bar'l had been tapped, it was all
right; if it hadn't been, he used de
gimlet, and in de co’se of » few min-
its transferred two gallons of ile from
de bar'l to de can. Den he rlumd_
up de hole an’ walked softly home
an’ made all de dark corners of his

¥ |ole cabin as light as day. De nay-

burs used to wonder at his extray-
agance, an’ de grocers used to do
some terrible kickin' agin short
measure to de merchants of Cilneln-
nati.

“A few nights ago Brudder John-
son riz up from his bed at de usual
hour. His keroseno can was emoty
and must be filled. He left his wife
and children sound asleep an’ kissed
'em goodby. As he skated softly
frew the darkness he Invented two
other methods—one to get his vine-

ar and de odder to git his 'lasses In
50 same way as he did his kerosene,
He knowed' zactly whar he wae gwine
to, an’ in due time he got dar wid
boaf feet to once. A fresh bar'l of
kerosene sot by the back doah of
Misser Stebbing’ roeori:. an’ as de
bells struck de solemn hour o' mld-
night Brudder Johnson might hev bin
seen fussin wid dat bar'l.  Infact he
was seen, Mlsser Stebbins had got
on to his method In some way, and
hid hisself in a nearby shed, Misser
Stebbins had a shotgun wid him and
was wide awake, Bout the time
Brudder Johnson began to bore wid
his glmlet Misser Btebbins began
to shoot wid his lhotﬁun. an’ It am
needless fur me to add dat de places
which once knowed our fellow mem-
ber now knowed him no mo'. He
was shot with a handful o' birdshot,
and when Mig#ser Btebbins got to him
his soul had winged its flight vo odder
lands,

“My fren's, In de midst of life
we am In death. The torpedo
chicken an de shotgun warn us dat
we know not what a night may bring
forth. We will set aside a page in
memory of de decensed, but we won't

any perticklar resolushuns on
Se subject. De widow ob our late
brudder has written to ask us fur de
sum of $25 with which to buy a
gravestun, While we sympathize
with her in her great bereavement
we can't forward the money. It's
agin our constitushun, De secretary
wiil advise her to erect a headbo'd
and paint on it, ‘He steops welll’
and let matters stop right dar. Per-
haps Misser Stebbins hisself would
be willin’ to furnish de bo'd, being
as he will save at least two bar'ls of
kerosene a year from now on., We
will now put out de flah In de stove
and go home.”=M. Quad, in New
York Recorder,

The King's Pleasure.

Louls the Fourteenth once remarked
Impatiently in the hearing of the
Duke d'Antin, superintendent of the
royal buildings, that he hoped that
gome time a forest which he had al-
ways dlsliked, because It obstructed
one of his favorite views, would be
cut down. Unknown to the king,
Duke d’Antin had the trunks of all
the trees in the objectionable plece of
forest sawed through near the ground
in suok @ way that they still stood,
though a slight pull would bring
them down. He removed every evi-
dence of the work, and fastened ropes
to the tops of the trees, and con-
cealed more than twélve hundred
men in the forest to manage the ropes
at a signal from him, The duke
knew on what day the king would
walk in the wood, and planned his
work accordingly. The king took his
accustomed promenade, and, as usual,
he ex his sentiments about the

ha foreat. ‘‘Your y the

RACE. of mind, and young farmers were|the scourge falls upon our hotuse- THE LIMEKILN CLUD. forest shall be vemoved whenever

like,” sald D'Antin.  “Indeed,’’ sald
the king, ‘‘then I wish it might be
done at once.” At that momems
D’Antin blew a shrill blast from &
whistle, and, to the utter amazement
of the king and the royal party, the
forest fell as If by enchantment.—
[Argonaut.

A FIELD FOR EXPLORERS.
Ruine of Great Cities in Central and
Eastern Agla.

In Central and Eastern Agin there
lies an unexplored region full of in-
tercat, and to the archmologist im
especial, A great traveler and clever
writer, the Russian General Prjevals.
kg. speaking of the onsis of Tchert.
chen, situnted In the great table
lands hemmed in by the there un-
broken wall of the Himalayus, says
that close to it are the ruins of twoe
grent cities, the oldest of which, se-
cording to local tradition, was de-
stroyed 8,000 years ago, and the
other by the Mongolians in the tenth
century of our era,

‘“The emplacement of the two
clties I8 now covered, owing to the
shifting sands and the descrt winds,
with strange and heterogencous rel-
icn, with broken chinn and kitchen
utensils and human bones.  The na-
tives often find copper and gold
coins, Ingots, diamonds and tur-
quolses, and, what ls most remnrkn-
ble, broken glass, Cofling of some
undecaying wood or materinl are
there also, within which Iu-muifulkt

reserved embalmed bodies ure found.

he male mummies are all enorm-
ously tall, powerfully built men, with
long, wavy hair. A vault was found
with twelve dead men sitting in ib
Another time In a separate coflin =
young girl was found by us. Her
eyes were closed with golden disks,
und the jaws held firm by n golden
cirelet running from under the chin,
neross the top of the head., Clad iw
n narrow woollen garment, her bosom
was covered with golden stars, her
feet being left naked.”” To thix the
lecturer ndds that all along the way
on the River Tehertchen they heard
legends nbout twenty-throe towns
buried nges ngo by the sands of the
desert. The same tradition exists on
the Lobenor and In the oasis of
Keryn.

Mme. Blavatsky, who was in the
earller part of herfife a grent and in-
defatigable traveler, covering more
ground in a given time than is usunlly
accomplished by even those of the
sterncr and more enduring sox. bonrs
witness nlso to those anclent mins,
which she openly avers are prehisto-
ric; the pages of her works also
muke frequent reference to other
ruins of anclent charncter scnttered
throughout the desert regions of Cen-
tral Asin. 8She hints, too, at buried
crypts and underground vaults in the
desert of Gobl, iIn particulur, in
which are stored many of the pre-
served records of the nges,

Howgcver this may be, the ruins
deseribed are ecertainly In  place
awaiting the organized efforts of sel-
ence to recover for the world a long-
forgotten In the history of the
peoples of the globe. Or, ns inthe
case of Troy, private enterprise may
lte?In. and continuing the investi-
gatlons bo;fun by the Russinn trav-
eler, rend this riddle of a bygone civi-
lization aright, — [Pittsburg Dis-
patch.

" Powerful Playful."

Wrestler Muldoon, who is a lover
of horses, Is telling an amusing Inci-
dent about a biting horse he once
owned., It was in Belfast, N. Y., his
summer home. This horse wus a

| splendid equine specimen and ho had

puld #500 for him when he wus u colt,
As he grew older his viclous tricks.
began to show themselves and sev-
eral hostlers had felt hiz teeth, as
well as his heels. One day Mr. Mul-
doon sald to a colored man that if he
would dispose of the animal he would
give him all over $300 he got.

The helper jumped at the proposi
tion and sought eagerly for a ﬂlll:
chaser. The hotelkeeper told
a city gentlemen had seen and ad-
mired the horse and he thought him
a very llkely buyer. An appoing-
ment was made to show the animal
that afternoon. When the horse was
in the barnyard he behaved himself
admirably, but just so soon as he was-
driven to the street he began to out
capers. This was a point the colored:
man well knew, 80 he made arrange-
ments to show him in the barnyard.

The city gentleman was there at
the appointed time, and the horse
was led forth looking the plcture of
amiability. The hustler jogged him
up and down before the prospective
buyer, all the time expatianting upon
his quiet qualities. Just as the man
had made up his mind to take the
horse, he gave a snort, jum into
the air and viclously grab the
colored man by the shoulder and
lltt!mlli;lim-d him off the ground.

“ T thought you sald he was gulet,”
demanded the city gentleman of the
hoatler, ' Oh, he's all right boss,
he’s a powerful playful animal; he's
just playing, that's all.”” But the
salo wos declared off then and there.
—|Rochester Herald.

Huuluum‘.

In & Russian village there is not
even such an organization ns we
soss In this country in the small vol-
unteer fite companies. In their
stend I8 o log stuble with thatched
roof containingan old-fushioned hund
pump and three casks mounted on
wheels. These are kept filled with
water and each I8 drawn by a single
horse, The horses are the propoerty
of the commune and they are kept
tethered outside the ecabin, rendy for
duty at a moment's notice. A pluce
I also set apart in the hut for the
mughlk who serves as watchman, an
office that s held, turn by turn, by
the Inhabitants of the township. The
location selected for this eabin is as
near as possible to the residence of
the pristay, or the district Captain of
Police, und upon an alarm of fire he
drives to the scene in his telegn at
the head of the procession of enrls
and peasants.—[SBan Franciseo Ex-
aminer,

A RUGGERTION,

Mamma — Remember, Frankie,
what the dentist sald shout ompdy
ruining your teeth,

Frankle—Yes; but why don’s you
let mo prove it lire we do in ‘ribhane:

tio?t={Chicago Intae ©esan.




